cheering of the crowds in the road and then, plainly, the
beat of the kettle-drums of the cavalry guard. At this
sound she beckoned to those within. The four trumpeters
whom Sosthenes had made famous throughout the East,
came out with their silver trumpets and passed to the
entrance. Sosthenes had prepared a surprise for the old
Emperor. As he dismounted from his coach, these
trumpeters blew the marvellous cavalry-call of his old
regiment. Sosthenes, who was waiting there to receive
him, had the satisfaction of seeing him gleam with
pleasure as he stiffened up to attention at the sound.
Both he and Euphemia, the old Empress, were pro-
foundly touched by that old call, which had roused
them in many a rough fortune when they had been of
the regiment. As the call ceased, Theodora slipped into
the wings to cheer Macedonia, who was now shaking
like a leaf at the thought of going on. They heard the
house rise and cheer, as the music played the Imperial
Welcome. There was no going back now. The plunge
had been taken, the swimmers had to enter the water.
In an instant the ballet would start; what would happen
then? Theodora heard the house settle to their seats,
amid a buzz of talk which lulled as the overture began.
Theodora prayed, as she held Macedonia there: "O God,
let this be a success. Dear child, don't fear. You'll win"
this house to be your slaves. O God, let Sosthenes
triumph. Macedonia darling, now get ready; the cur-
tain's going up, O God, help us."

The curtain rose on the "Swan Maidens", and at once
the chattering, idle, empty audience ceased to chatter, to
be idle and to be empty. Theodora still held Macedonia
to her, for that frightened fawn was whispering that she
couldn't do it. "You can do it," Theodora whispered
back; in the slang of the Old Winter Palace, she added:
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